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What happens next?
The babied high school student comes to
college, dragging his apron strings behind him. I-Ie has never had
the occasion to mature.
There had always been someone there to
tell him what to do, how to do it, and to smooth over the hurts if it
went wrong. What possibilities are there for the college professors?
Do they dare acquaint these happily "adjusted"
students with the
real facts of life, or must they continue this asinine "adjustment"
program?
At any rate, our educational system needs a shot of something
to get its wheels rolling again. With our present system, our only
hope is that the Russians are laughing themselves to death as we
"adjust" and they progress!

The Locket
Linda Heidelman

H

HAD been at Kenmore
almost a year now. How he had
looked forward to coming!
He could remember how he had
lain awake at night picturing every wonderful phase of college life and becoming more and more excited as his first day drew
nearer.
He had walked through these same gates less than a year
ago, and he had looked up at them filled with joy and excitement.
Now he hated them. The heavy twisted iron which had once seemed
so rnaj estic and full of opportunity now seemed to stand as huge
black misshapen masses.
Craig glanced back with a shudder at the monsters, then turned
in the shadows toward York Hall.
He hurried to his room and
quickly shut the door behind him. Sitting down at his desk, he
opened his organic chemistry book. He began to read determinedly.
The subject was not his favorite, nor his easiest, but he had to do
well on the next test. He knew that medical schools accept only the
best students.
As the clock ticked off the minutes, Craig's mind began to wander.
He was tired, and he rose and stretched his tall, thin body, then sank
onto the edge of his bed. He pushed an unruly lock of blond hair
back from his forehead, and rubbed his pale, tired blue eyes. The
day had been very long. He bad been in class most of the day, and
then be had worked six hours in the local hardware store. On his
way back to the dorm, he had stopped to help Dave Cartwright with
his trigonometry.
Dave was a nice kid, and he was having quite a
bit of trouble, so Craig spent as much time as he could trying to help
him.
.
Craig lay back on the bed. He reached into his pocket and withdrew a small gold key chain.
From it c1angled a tiny gold locket.
It was scratched and worn from many years of wear, but on the inside the picture was fresh and clear. Craig's mother had had it taken
only a few months before her death two years ago. The face in the
picture was tired and drawn, and the thin lips were pulled apart in a
E
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weak smile. The eyes, dull and pale, were the clearest Sign of the
last few hard years of her life. She had worked endlessly trying- to
care f or her son. She had lain awake in the nivht listening for footsteps at the door. She never knew when th~y ~ould come, 01· to
whom they would belong. Often it was her husband, who would
come in in a drunken rage. How many times she had thrown herself in ~fron~ of him in an effort to keep him from hanning their
SOil.
Occasionally other footsteps would be heard at the door, and
she would find police officers searchinv for her husband.
Years of
this waiting and suffering had left thet- mark, which was quite evident in the picture.
But when Crais- looked at the locket, he did not
really see the face in the picture; h~ heard only her soft, reassuring
voice and imagined her protective arms so gently around him. To
Craig, his mother had been love, tenderness, and security.
Now,
when he was tired or troubled, he would find himself taking her
locket and searching for that same security.
He now rubbed the thin golden heart between his pale, sensitive
fingers.
His fatigue had passed, and his body lay relaxed and motionless;. but his. min.cl was spinning with a myriad of thoughts .. I~Ie
found h1111Selflistening for the other boys. It was after midnight,
and they should be coming in before 10110". He could not picture
them individually; to him they were all alike, as if they had been
cast out of a common mold. They all had the same loud, senseless
laugh. the same vulgar mouth, and the same worthless ideas. They
would all come in joking and laughing, and if Craig got near el:ough
he knew he would be able to catch the sickening odor of liquor.
They would burst into his room, and never give him a moment of
peace.
Craig did not have long to wait. The other boys came in, their
laughs vividly reminding him of his father.
Tonight was just like
any other. The boys had their same laughs, jokes, tales .of wild girls
anc! petty thefts, and plans for the next day's exams With w.holesale
cheating.
They thoughtlessly teased Craig about his studying and
his work.
"Why wear yourself out studying?" they asked. They
had the most complete system of cheating on the East Coast. They
felt that it was ridiculous to work. They let their "old men" foot
the bills. A Iter all, it was their fathers' ideas that the boys should
go to college. They pushed Craig to join them and have some fun.
They told him that he was a fool, and if he had any sense at all he
would join them tomorrow night. He mumbled a hollow "I doubt
it" as they left the room. One of the boys put a stolen copy of the
next clay's chemistry test on the desk and sauntered out.
Craig
went to the desk, picked up the test, crushed it into a S111allball, and
tossed it into the wastebasket.
All of this was done quite automatically, as it had been for the past year.
Resuming his seat at the desk, Craig once again tried to focus
his attention on his chemistry.
However, within a few minutes the
page faded beneath his eyes. First one thought and then another

r

44

/

MANUSCRIPTS

would creep from the shadows of his mind into momentary consciousness, then sink back into oblivion.
He saw first the weak, gentle
smile of his mother, then heard the .jolly laughs of the dorm boys.
Occasionally the horrible thought of failing the exam would descend
upon him. With his head aching and mind exhausted, he tumbled
into bed and set his alarm for two hours later. Perhaps a little nap
would help.
Sleep would not come. He tried to review in his mind the chemical equations which might be covered on the test. He could remember nothing. He began to think of the time which he had spent helping Dave Cartwright.
Why had he wasted the time? Dave would
probably fail most of his courses anyway.
If he had only studied!
Craig lay in a miserable semi-conscious state for nearly an hour. He
weakly examined one idea again and again.
Suddenly he rose and
made his way to the wastebasket.
He searched among the contents
until his fingers closed about the examination papers.
He straightened the crumpled papers and began to reae!. Searching blindly in his
text for the answers, he quickly noted them in the margin of the test.
Then he began to memorize mechanically.
Craig walked into the classroom the next morning in somewhat
of a daze. He took his seat and waited for the instructor to pass out
the examination papers. When he received his, he leafed through it
quickly. He had a sickening fear that it would not be the same .one.
It was, and he began to write. He had answered nearly all of the
questions when a terrible feeling of guilt seized him. A wave of
nausea passed over him, and he began to feel dizzy. His mother's
face appeared before him, and he could feel the locket in his pocket
burning into his skin. He gathered up his papers, placed them on
the instructor's desk, and hurried blindly from the r00111. When he
reached the outside, the fresh air seemed to clear his head. As he
walked along, the locket was like a heavy weight in his pocket. He
took it out, looked at it, and then quickly replaced it as he began to
feel guilt surge over him once more.
That evening Craig wandered about his room restlessly.
When
the boys passed by on their way out, they asked him to join them as
they usually did. He started to refuse, and then he hesitated.
Perhaps it would do him some good to get out for a while. He reached
for his coat and snapped out the light. He started clown the hall
when something made him stop. He went back to his 1'00111,reached
into his pocket, and placed the tiny gold heart on his dresser. Turning quickly, he hurried to join the others.
It was late when Craig went to bed that night.
As he thought
back over the evening, he felt as if he had been a mere observer.
Someone else had looked like him, dressed like him, and used his
name. It couldn't have been Craig! It couldn't have been! But it
was. What was he doing; what was happening to him? As he lay in
the dark, he could see the locket shining faintly on the dresser where
it .caught a ray of moonlight from the window.
He turned over
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quickly and buried his face in the pillow. He slept fitfully.
Several weeks passed very slowly. Craig had shut himself in his
room in an attempt to force himself to study. He would succeed for
a while, but when he heard the boys leave, he would think of those
few hours of complete freedom which he had felt when he had
joined them before.
He had experienced feelings of guilt, but at
times he began to feel that it might be worth it. As a result, he had
gone with them again several times. He was beginning to enjoy
himsel f. He would come back to his room, laughing and whistling,
and be completely content until he saw the locket. It seemed to cry
out to him, "Don't, Craig!
Be good; don't be like your father I"
Craig began to leave it behind more often. He again accepted a stolen
examination paper.
Perhaps it would be easier this time. And it
was.
The other boys in the dorm no longer disgusted Craig. He began to listen to what they said, and he began to think. He never went
to see Dave Cartwright any more. He would quickly turn his head
when he saw Dave on the campus. After all, you couldn't waste all
of your time on other guys. You had to look out for yourself.
Let
Dave look for some other fool to mother him. He had more Important things to do.
Craig tried to get back into his old routine, but he couldn't.
He
would force himself to think of his mother; he would hold her locket
in his hand for hours at a time. He was miserable; waves of shame
engulfed him. Just when he felt that he would climb out of this sea
of wrongdoing, he would find himself slipping back, deeper and
deeper.
Perhaps he was simply no good, just like his father.
But
his mother had had so much faith in him. He couldn't let her down.
He couldn't I
Late one night he lay alone in his room. Perhaps the boys were
right, he thought.
The world was changing.
With all the talk of
atomic missiles and hydrogen bombs, who knew how long this earth
would even be here? Life was too short to wear yourself out. When
you are young, it is time to have fun.
Why should he spend hours
studying when a few minutes with the "system" would have the same
effect?
If he were careful, no one would know. You had to look
out for yourself these days. People weren't going to do it for you.
Goodness and honesty didn't always pay the best dividends. Things
just weren't like that any more. But what about his mother?
She
said he was a good boy, and wasn't he? He had tried to live up to
what she wanted, and wasn't that a good sign? Craig struggled.
His head throbbed and his flesh burned. The hot, heavy air seemed
to surround him and hold him prisoner in his bed. He got up and
dressed.
Perhaps a walk would make him feel better. He went to
his dresser, fumbled in a drawer, withdrew the locket, and hurried
out.
. Kenmore's campus was deserted.
He walked through the hated
Iron gate and along the street. The main section of town was brightly
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lighted. The neon signs extended their glowing briJIiance in a vain
attempt to attract some notice from the night. It was a false sense
of activity, however, for the shops were empty inside.
How like
some people they were! Bright and inviting on the outside, but with
nothing to offer within. As he wandered along, his exhausted mind
feebly moved back and forth between two ideas. He felt that he had
reached the fork in the road which he had been approaching for the
past year. Now the need for his own sanity had forced. him to
choose a definite direction.
He took a deep breath, straightened his
thin shoulders, and proceeded to the edge of town.
The river ran as a huge black snake through the night.
Craigwalked onto the bridge and stared down into the murky depths of
the waters. He felt the night close about him, and he became conscious only of his own plight and the silent waters below. He slowly
reached into his coat and withdrew the locket. One deft move-that
would be all it would take. He would be free. There was a gentle
splash in the water, and the ripples faded slowly and sadly into the
night.
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The "Indispensable Opposition" on
the Campus
David Kiefer

I

N"THE INDISPENSABLE OPPOSITION," author Walter Lippman
claims that effective opposition is necessary to increase the wisdom of a wise person, as well as to increase the power of a powerful country.
On the college campus, opposition is also indispensable
in developing inteJIigent and trained graduates.
College students receive opposition from four different sources.
The most apparent opposition is provided by their instructors.
If
the students do not achieve proficiency in the subj ect being taught,
the instructor opposes the student's educational progress by assigning him a failing grade. Parents can be a strong opposing force if
they demand that a certain level of Success be maintained to qualify.
for continued financial support or for special gifts.
Friends and
fellow students are potentially strong opposition.
Those friends
who have been successful in college frequently show disgust for poor
academic performance, which induces a greater ef fort on the part of
the floundering student to do well. . The opposition derived fr0111
friendship can also work in reverse if a particular group of friends
is made up of students who scorn those achieving above-average
grades. Finally, there are campus rivals who present the only situation of pure opposition.
The rival attempts to gather for himself
whatever honors are at stake, and by doing so stimulates the competing student's desire to excel.
When a student has these opposing forces to contend with, the
expected result is increased ef fort and higher achievement.
Actu-

